that the last week had taxed the young man terribly. His face had
shrunk and his eyes had grown larger. His nose was thin as a fish
bone. His Adam's apple was much more prominent.

"You must calm yourself and  control  your feelings,"  said
Gerbier severely, "and before Saturday you've got to get some
strength back. Don't forget, we've got five kilometres to walk.
You're going to take my soup at noon, do you hear?"
*T11 do it. Monsieur Gerbier."

"And you don't sleep enough. To-morrow you're going to go
and ask for some sleeping pills at the infirmary."
"I will, Monsieur Gerbier."

Legrain left the cabin earlier than usual and Gerbier accom-
panied him as far as the doorstep.

"Only three more nights here, and it's the Bison's car," said
Legrain.

He started off at a run. Gerbier watched him and thought to
himself, "He's young, he'll hold out."

At the noon-day meal Gerbier gave Legrain his mess-tin. But
the young man shook his head.

"I know we agreed on that, but I can't. It turns my stomach,"
he said.

"Then take my bread," said Gerbier, "you can eat it while you
work."

Legrain stuffed the blackish slice into his fatigue jacket. His
movement was limp, lifeless, his face was vacant.
"You look down in the mouth," Gerbier observed.
Legrain did not answer and walked off in the direction of the
power station. That evening he did not ask Gerbier to talk to
him about the Bison and the other wonders.

"Did you take your sleeping pill?" asked Gerbier.
"I took it I'll fall asleep in no time, I guess," said Legrain.
On Thursday his behaviour was even stranger. He did not eat
any lunch, and in the cabin, while waiting for nightfall, he watched
the game of dominoes instead of talking with Gerbier. He seemed
to fall asleep all at once.

On Friday Legrain had an absurd argument with the pharmacist
and accused him of being a dirty bourgeois. Gerbier said nothing
at the moment, but in the darkness and the silence he roughly
seized Legrain's arm as the latter seemed already alseep and asked,
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